SOME LETTERS OF
to hear that Bulfinch is so near completion —' thing must have been a vile bother. . . .
I hope you will cleave to the plan of comi east in September. We will have that dinner Marliave's which missed fire last spring a drink a bottle of Chianti to the forgetting
sorrows.
W. V. M
To Mrs. C. H. Toy
CAMP ENDION.
LONG LAKE, N. Y
[August, 1894.]
DEAR MRS. TOY:
. . . Three bears have been shot on the b< ders of the lake since we came, one of them on t spot where we had picnicked the day previoi For a decadent spirit, a bewildered moth about t candle of latter-day Illumination, I maintain tl is getting pretty near to Nature's naked bosor
Indeed, the forest is no toy forest, but rust and billows away on every hand in miles on mi of reverberant color. I can do nothing with Its brutal mindlessness, its huge insoucian awes and humiliates me. It has a way of looki over your head with a gay and ferocious oblivi of your interesting personality that puts you c
20he teacher's missior does not seem pregnantly optimistic. I was glac
